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Incident Number | 


Author's Notes: 
I's not for everyone, but hopefully its something for someone. 


Can also be found on ao3. 


- Axl's POV - 


| haven't noticed until now that the light in the room is dim. The table lamp lies on the floor next to the bed 
and lights up the ceiling pitifully. | feel like the dim light on the yellow ceiling as | take a deep breath. It's not 
calm like | want it to be. The inhalation leaves my lungs, my mouth, shakingly and so | have to acknowledge my 


defeat. There's no point in trying again. No point in fighting it. 


The fabric sticks to my skin and makes me claustrophobic, it suffocates me before | can sit up and tear it off 
over my head and throw it onto the floor. Next to the lamp. | sit on the bed naked and let the sweat run down 
my forehead. Although | can get up and open a window | don't want to remove myself from the situation. | 


want to suffer a little while longer. 


| slowly scratch my nails across my thighs. They're muscular and manly. | like them that way because that's 
how | am: muscular and manly. | even love them. | worship them. 


This is how | sit for a while; scratching and looking at my legs and thinking about the the traits that pay 
homage to me and exalt me. That way, | forget about the things that do the opposite even though those 
things are easy to think of right now. Along those thoughts | feel the moment passing. | swear on the inside 
and try desperately to force it back, but | know it's no use. It's over. 


As | get out of bed | feel my heartbeat intensify. | take the first and then the next step towards the 
obligatory table that one always finds in hotel rooms in front of a mirror. Maybe my heart's going to pound 
out of my chest. It feels that way when | pull out the chair and sit down on my bare ass. | snort at the 
thought of dropping dead bare assed on the wooden chair. 


No, I've to deal with reality, the reality that I'll find when | pull myself together and look at myself, but I'm not 
ready yet. | notice my silhouette in the mirror, but | focus on the wall behind me. There's Monet's water lilies 
and fuck them. I'm tired of looking at them. I'm tired of the gray carpets and yellow ceilings. I'm tired of 
answering the same questions, and writing my own name over, and over, and over, and over again on paper, on 
clothes, on bodies. I'm tired of parties, of alcohol and of drugs. I'm tired of watching my band, my life's work, 
fall apart. 


l'm so damn tired. 
There're circles under my blank eyes and my hair's tousled. 


The red lipstick's smudged onto my cheek now. My fingers find it and spread it further down my cheek, over 
my jaw and down my neck where they find the white pearl necklace. | love that necklace. 


| love it like | love my legs. 


Is my companion who's been hiding in my drawers since | was a kid. It'd belonged to my grandmom and | knew 
it was going to be mine the first time | saw it around my mother's neck. | played with it and got scolded. They 
took it from me and hid it, but | found it and since then its been with me. They forgot about it, but I've never 
been able to forget it. 


The smooth pearls are cool under my fingers and against my collarbones. They shine even in the dim lighting. A 
small smile finds its way to my lips. That's what the pearls do to me, they make me smile while my heart 
races. The feeling is like a childish joy to me, one | know very well 


The dress, however, is different. 


The dress is desire. It's adult. It came into my life on a warm day of summer when my mom had cleared out 


her entire wardrobe and had throw all of her old clothes in a pile in our garden. Izzy was there that day. We 


were high and he wanted to go to a party in the evening. I'd agreed to come along, but then the floral fabric 
caught my attention. Its the only time in my life I've believed in fate. The dress was laying in the pile and 
looked lost. The white, thin fabric with the classic blue flowers. | knew it right away. It was a matter of course 
to me that the dress belonged with me, on me. | sent Izzy home in the evening and said | had a headache and 
didn't want to go to the party. Luckily my mom had't cleaned up after herself and in the darkness of the night 


the dress was still laying in our garden, wet with dew. 


Now it's laying on the floor next to the lamp while it's laughing at me. It howls and says I'm pathetic. The dress 
can be cruel, but not the pearls. The pearls, | can trust. They care for me. | fumble with them as | sit with 
the skin of my ass glued to the chair, staring at the whiteness in the mirror. lim fascinated by them, 
completely engrossed and maybe that's why I'm lost to anything else. | don't hear the sound of a key in the 
door, and | don't notice that it's opening out of the corner of my eye until its too late. 


The moment | abruptly stand up and the chair hits the floor behind me with an echo in the soundless hotel 
room, is the moment | know that I'm exposed. My carefully constructed walls haven't been peeled down. No, 


they've been smashed, like they smashed the Berlin Wall - without afterthought, without tenderness. 


| have to cry. | can feel tears threatning to spill as my hands frantically grab the plaid on the bed and tear it 
off so | can maintain an illusion of dignity by clinging it to my body. Anger rises in me as my only defense 
against the intrusion. Only when | plan my attack does my gaze meet his. 


His eyes are big, not small and squinty. There're blonde locks hanging down in front of them, but | can see 
them clearly enough. Like two idiots we stand completely still and stare at each other as if we've never seen 
each other before, and maybe we haven't. Duff seems strange to me as he stands there completely silent, 
completely stiff. He's got more to look at than | do, a lot more to take in. He swallows and | can feel his eyes 
on the pearls around my neck. His gaze lingers there a moment longer than it should, and even though he 
clears his throat quickly enough and look away from me completely, it's too late because I've noticed and he 
knows it. A moment later it dawns on me that his gaze has found the bed instead, the dress laying on the 


floor, and the smeared dildo. 


| feel my entire body give in as a direct effect of the fear that paralyzes me. | never get embarrassed. | 
never regret my actions and | never say I'm sorry, but in that moment everything disappears. The rock star 
disappears, the womanizer and the brawler. A white cold freezes my veins and the only possibility | see is to 


flee. | can't think of anything else. 


The door slams hard behind my back. | close my eyes so hard that the darkness behind the eyelids sparkles 


with white dynamite. Its making me sick. 


| let the plaid hit the floor along with my self-respect. A door closes outside the bathroom and | can only 
assume that its my assailant who's turned his back on me. My cheeks are wet, | notice, when | finally open my 
eyes. A painful rush runs through me when I'm forced to eye myself in the illuminated mirror. My hand finds 
the necklace, the same hand that caressed the pearls and admired them, and tears it off with a jerk that 
burns the skin of my neck. 


Everything's somewhere on the floor of the hotelroom now except for my heart that continues to scream. 


Incident Number 2 


- Duffis POV - 
Its been a week or two and I've tried so hard not to think about it that it's been on my mind 24/1. 


We haven't spoken to one another, of course. We can't speak when he won't even look at me. | know I'm no good 
with words. | never say the right things, especially not to him, but if he lets me say something, anything, it'd 
be different. Then maybe I'd be able to breathe. 


He didn't show up the following the days after the incident, and the feverish feeling | left the hotel room with 
remained in my body. Although the others had no idea what had happened, they claimed not to be surprised by 


his absence and asked if | was okay. 


|, on the other hand, was surprised by my own presence and wondered if Axl was okay. He probably hadn't 
been, but he reappeared and when | saw him again it felt like the very first time | met him. He was the same 
flaming redhead that | didn't dare to approach and who made my voice constrict when | challenged fate and 
made approaches anyhow. It was the same eyes that looked away from me, looked through me, and that didn't 


want my attention so that's how it came to be. How it has always been. 


| understand why it has to be that way because even though he didn't utter a single word that night 
everything had been said. No one knew, but now | did. He didn't choose to give me that privilege, | took it. | 
forced my way onto his territory and slid his throat as soon as he turned his back. 


Guilt is a heavy feeling. It lays like a shawl around one's shoulders and weighs them down until one can no 


longer stand upright and has to succumb. 
What do you do when that happens? 


Personally, | ignore it, refuse to deal with it. | stay busy in body and ind mind. | drink my vodka and do my 
drugs. | play my instrument and laugh on command. | look at him when | know he's looking the other way. | 


manage to get dazzled by his red hair before he shrugs and turns his face. 


That strategy has proven effective until |, for a few half-sober minutes, found myself crying in a toilet stall 


where | really should've spent my time snorting coke. 


That experience brought upon change. I've had to come up with another strategy, a new strategy that now has 


me standing outside his hotel door struggling to remember how the fuck one knocks on a door. 


I've been standing here for a while, for too long for it to be considered healthy. | take a deep breath and then 
another one while | count to ten which turns into twenty before | manage to lift my hand and knock. Hard. 


My hearts pounding behind my sternum and even though I'm breathless from standing completely still with 
anxiety flourishing in my body, | try to hold my breath and listen to what's going on on the other side of the 


door. Everything's perfectly quiet and in a moment of madness | knock again. 
Still nothing. 


| got the key to his door in my pocket. We're always given a key to everyone else's rooms in case one of us 


feels like dropping dead. 


My mind, my whole body, screams at me that it's a bad idea, but the ache in my chest tells me to do it. It 


asks me to at least try to get his green eyes to look at me again, so | unlock the door and embrace my fate. 


The room's empty, and there's nothing but a large suitcase next to the bed, and a red pack of cigarettes on 


the bedside table, that reveal the fact that Axl still occupies the room. 


Gradually, | become aware of how l'm standing in the middle of said room like a fool who doesn't understand 
how to leave an empty hotel room when the opportunity presents itself. | tell myself that I'll try again some 


other time, though I'm more than aware that this is a one-off performance. 


On my way out | choose the wrong door and end up in the bathroom. There're far more signs for life out 


here. 


Various self care products are spread across the marble surface which surronds the sink along with medicin 
and stuff my slovenly self has no idea how to use, however, it makes sense to me that Axl knows how to use 


these things. He's always sharp in a way that makes me feel small and ambivalent. 


Why | stand in front of the sink and rummage Axl's personal belongings for a longer than | spend rummaging 


my own, | don't know. 


The smell of the creams reminds me of the concerts. It reminds me of the only time he's close to me, so 
close to me that | can smell the creams on his skin if | turn my head slightly so my nose brushes against his 


cheek, but | have to make an effort to track the smell in a vivarium of sweat, nicotine and alcohol. 


It takes my breath away when it's his hair | can smell. It looks painfully soft the red hair and | spot some 
hairs between the teeth of the hairbrush. | peel them off and let them fall to the ground They land gracefully 
on top of the white carpet. 


| catch my own gaze in the mirror and am immediately struck by that awkward feeling of having just made 
eye contact with an acquaintance in the supermarket, whom one rather not face. My hands are sweaty and | 
decide it's best for me to return to my own room. I'll try again some other time, but then it catches my 


attention the way it's laying neglected on the floor as if it's meant to be there. As if it's best that way. 


The pearls are cold between my fingers and it surprises me how heavy they are. They're soft and hard, 
beautiful and raw. | have, of course, seen a pearl necklace before, but not like this. I've never touched one. I've 


never been interested in one. The lock looks old and it's broken which makes me swallow a lump. 


| place the necklace in one hand and let my fingers on the other hand slowly caress each pearl. I've never 


realised how beautiful pearls are. 
Memories of the pearls around Axl's neck pop up in my head and | do nothing to stop them. 


The red lipstick was smeared down his neck, down to the pearls. He must've done it himself, let his fingers 
guide the red over the thin skin across his pulse. | have a hard time imagining that he'd let anyone else do 
that to him, yet the longing in my chest begs me to imagine what it'd be like if he had allowed me to do it. 


What it'd be like to have my fingers caressing the pale skin where he's most vulnerable. 


The thought sets my body on fire and | lean against the wall in order to not lose my balance. The erection is 
painful inside my jeans, and with a fervent wish that | felt everything differently, | zip down the zipper and 
grab my cock. Harder than | usually do. 


My thoughts return to the heavy necklace in my hand, to its place around Axl's neck. To his fine, red hair and 
his drawn up lips. The lipstick would come off on my lips if he kissed me, on my cock if he took it in his mouth. 
I'd grab his hair, not hard, not gently, just grab it and watch him suck my cock with his red lips. 


That thought alone is almost pushing me over the edge, but I'm not ready yet so | loosen my grip and slow 


down. 


It feels so damn good, but | wouldn't cum like that, not in his mouth. I'd fuck him. | want to feel him on my 


cock, watch him writhe and hear him moan. 
That idea has driven me crazy since the incident. 


| want to watch the pearls slam against his skin. Grab them, watch him love it, hear him love it, and | want to 


fuck him throughoutly because | know that's what he needs. I've seen it. 


Pictures of the dildo appear in my mind and the knowledge of Axl fucking himself with the lifelike toy is too 


much for me. 


| feel every nerve in my body tremble, but the contractions start in my toes and spread up into my legs, my 


ass cheeks, my balls, and end in my cock. 


The only thing | see is Axl wearing pearls around his neck before a dazzlingly warm, white explosion takes over. 
| hear myself moan far away, but I'm only able to focus on the intensity of my orgasm while my sperm paints 


the wall in front of my wobbly legs as the pearls become scorching hot in my steel grip. 


For some time | rest my forehead against the wall, trying to catch my breath. Slowly, but surely, the 
hardness of the wall returns, the light in the room, the silence in the hotel room. 


Reality grabs onto me like an antlion hidden beneath the sand and drag me down into it's dark depths. | swallow 


and do my best to maintain an illusion of normality while tucking my cock back into my pants. 
My hands shake when | grab a messy handful of toiletpaper to clean up the cum stained wallpaper. 


| can't bare to leave the pearls on the floor how | found them, so | carefully place them on top of the graceful 


marble. 


When | leave the hotel room, | realise that guilt is indeed a heavy feeling. 


Incident Number 3 


- Duff's POV (alternating POV at the end) - 


I'm unbelievably tired. The kind of tired that has one instinctively knowing that the only right and sane thing to 
do is to lay down horizontally on the bed and surrender to TV and laziness, and if one's lucky, sleep. 


Unfortunately, | know in advance that I'm not that kind of lucky, but | can manage to watch TV and do nothing. 


| think the others stayed at the afterparty, but I'm not sure and | don't care. Things aren't the way they used 
to be and it's really only Axl who has a hard time accepting that. It comes much more naturally to the rest of 


us. 


My head's spinning a bit and | have a hard time focusing on the remote, but this doesn't define a drunken 
stupor for me. This is me sober and l'm okay with that as long as it means l'm left alone. All energy has left 
me and it doesn't take long before | slumber. 


Its a hard knock on the hotel door that brutally jerks my body and consciousness awake. Confused, and with 
drool in the corner of my mouth, | stumble out of bed with the duvet wrapped around one foot. <em>fucking 
duvet</em>.| grab it angrily and try to free my foot only to stumble again and curse at the provoking piece 
of feather-filled fabric before another knock impatiently reminds me to open the door, which | manage to do in 


the end. 
My heart skips a beat or three. 


Maybe because there's still drool in the corner of my mouth or because I've just been fighting a duvet, | 


haven't had the time to consider the situation and who it might be on the other side of the door. 
He's so damn redheaded and he greets me. | don't know what to say, | can't think of anything. 


| manage to speak his name half-strangled and even | think | sound stupid. He ignores it and nods silently. | 
invite him inside and hurry to pick up the sinful duvet from the floor which he gives a skeptical look 


Axl's thankfully not the type of person | have to invite to sit down. He takes matters into his own hands and 
sits down exactly where he wants to. Today it's in the armchair so | try to place myself casually on the bed 
with a heavy suspicion that l'm acting anything but casual. 


"Good show, huh?" | die inside instantly. Good show? <em>Fuck me</em>. As if | wasn't aboard the sinking ship. 
| can hardly blame Axl for the shrill snort that's the only answer he offers me. | can, however, blame him for 


not trying harder. The tension's so thick in the room | can hardly breathe. 


Are we going to talk about it? Is that what he wants? Should | say it's okay? That it's so okay with me that 


my cock is almost galled? 


| steal a glance at him hoping to find some sort of clue, but his face is passive and his gaze is fixed on the 
wall. | hope it's found something interesting enough to justify the suffering he's putting me through. | doubt it 
though, and why | sometimes forget how big of an asshole he really is, | don't know, but at least he's nice 


enough to remind me. 
Thank you, Axl. Thank you very much. 


We sit in silence. | pretend to be watching the TV show as | sense out of the corner of my eye that Axl is 
chain smoking cigarettes and fumbling with his rings. 


| spend the silence desperately wondering what my guest expects of me, what the right thing to say, or do, is, 
but per usual | don't come up with anything. | don't speak his language, and judging by the situation he doesn't 


speak mine either. 


So we stay seated in silence for a long time while it becomes more and more clear to me that it's my 
responsibility to rectify the situation. I've said it before and I'll say it again - Axl is an asshole. 


As the frustration takes hold of me, | feel something stir within me. A feeling I'm not particularly familiar with 
and also don't want to get acquainted with. It's bitter, the feeling, it's angry, gnawing, frustrating and terribly 


yearning. lt doesn’t help that my eyes have found Axl's, or vice versa, and that we're staring at each other. 


| can't read him but | feel like | can surrender completely to trying. His eyes are intense, the same way they 
are when he's really thinking. They make me swallow, they make me want to look the other way, but | don't 
want to lose the moment. They're beautiful, his eyes, like pearls on a necklace, and they haven't looked at me 
for such an awful long time. | take a deep breath and my mouth opens to finally say something, but no sound 
leaves me. | become aware of my surrondings again and Axl ruins the moment in earnest as he gets up and 


turns his back on me to walk away. 


Again, | want to say something, but | just don't, so | watch him with a lump in my throat as he chooses the 


toiletdoor instead of the door leading to the corridor. It closed behind him with a loud tug. 
Relief is like a breeze on a hot summer day. | breathe it in before | lean back and watch TV. 
| can wait. l'm good at waiting. 


| let the hands on the clock turn while | drink my beer and smoke a few cigarettes. Once in a while | glance at 


the toiletdoor. The silence is deatring and | struggle to figure out what the right thing to do is. 


Had it been any other human being I'd have checked up on them, asked if everything was okay, but it's not. 
It's Axl, and although | don't know him well enough to speak his language, | know, after all, that it's best to 


leave him be. It comes from some kind of experience. 


Experience |, and the rest of the Guns, have had time and time again. The strongest one is the trauma from 
the concert where we were all ready to rock'n'roll. All instruments were perfectly tuned and all musicians were 


perfectly good looking, but the main attraction was missing. 
We waited, we bluffed The audience waited, the audience booed. 


It was the first time he didn't show up for a concert and the consequences were massive - especially for my 


liver. Maybe we've gotten used to it, come to accept it, but that night hurts among the memories. 


Its clear to me now. | let him come to me. | don't want to interfere with his affair, with his most likely 
carfully planned agenda of showing up in my room at God-knows-when on the night after this decade's worst 


rock concert where we were the main name. 


| open another beer and allow myself to doze off while | wait. 


It truns out that | can't doze off properly. I'm caught in the painful limbo between consciousness and sleep. l'm 


where one is relaxed enough to fall asleep yet conscious enough to keep oneself awake, and | hate it. 


For the same reason, I'm relieved when | register the bathroom door come to life. | take a moment to prepare 


myself mentally for whatever Axl's got coming my way before | open my eyes. 


Nothing... <em>Nothing</em> in this world could've prepared me for what's now making me doubt whether l'm 
actually dreaming some sweet dream that has my heart pounding harder than the beat of all our tracks 


combined. 
Time has stopped, and | breifly wonder if it's only inside this hotel room. 


My hands are panicky clammy and my cock instinctively comes to life. | can't bring myself to shame it when 
he looks like that. For me - because we're alone, l'm painfully aware of that fact. <em>He looks like that for 


me</em>. 


His hair is beautiful. I've always been aware of that, not because | care about hair, but because it shines, and 
because it couldn't have looked any other way when it was supposed to be Axl's hair. Its inevitable that it's 


silky soft and fiery red. 


It caresses the shape of his face, his neck and his shoulders. His shoulders are bare except for the thin 
straps that're holding up the dress on his body. 


Maybe | would've laughed if it had been any other man standing there in a dress in my hotel room, but it 
tightens a bit around his upper body, around his flat stomach. It runs down his hips and down to his thighs 
where it ends midway and leaves my gaze on the bare, pale skin that invites me, tempts me, to imagine how it 
feels under my palms. How my hands can slide up under the fabric and what they'd find there. A rush runs 
staright to my cock and | swallow instinctively even though my mouth's dry. 


| let my eyes wander and they catch sight of the white pearls around his neck. They lay there heavily and 


calm as consolation, or perhaps as a reminder that it's okay. 


Axl moves slowly, and perhaps uncertainly, while his eyes look into mine and search for answers. | don't know if 


| give them what they're looking for, but he moves quietly from his lingering position by the door towards me. 


As he gets closer | get the same feeling | had when | watched the girls get dressed in the locker room 
through the half open window in school. | liked it. | liked it so much that | wasn't able to look away even though 


guilt was simultaneously present in my chest. 
My cheeks are burning and my heart's still pounding without any mercy. 


He's standing in front of me now. I've moved to on the edge of the bed and each of my legs are on each side 
of him. My knees brush against the bare skin on his legs and the contact sends shocks of longing and horniness 
through my body. It's the most erotic contact I've ever had with another human being. 


He looks at me with his head slightly bent forward and | look at him with my head bent backwards. He doesn't 
say anything, but | can feel the question against my skin under the fingertips he's letting caress my chest 
utterly gently. 


His lips part and | give in. 


His hips are hard and narrow, foreign, under my palms, but the fabric of the dress is soft and inviting. The 
silent squeeze | give them must be enough of an answer, because a few seconds later the world stands still 


when his lips kiss mine. 


| can only feel his soft, moist lips. The warm breath on my face. I've never felt anything like it and yet it feels 


familiar. 


He kisses me gently and | can feel him hesitating. Maybe his heart's also about to burst. My tongue finds his 
lips and lightly ask for permission to enter so | can assure him that it's okay. He lets it inside. There inside his 
warm mouth it finds his tongue, and | have to make an effort not to give in completely and let my mind 
wander off elsewhere. | need to be present a little while longer because he's still tense and | can't risk leaving 
without him. There's too much at stake. 


| let go of his hips and let my hands and fingers find his cheeks, his jaw, his hair. | could've easily missed the 
silent sigh he lets go of when we stop for a brief moment to breathe, but | don't. It puts a smile on my face 


and then | see Axl smile too, just a little. It gives me enough courage to move back a little further on the 


mattress, a little further away from him so we can look at each other. 


"Come." | say and grab his hips one more time to guide him. He looks inquiringly at me, unsure, but follows my 
movements and gets closer to me until our bodies are touching. He hesitates for a moment, but then he gives 


in and move to sit on my lap with one leg on each side of me. 


The dress slides up his bare thighs and even though I've seen his legs naked countless times before, this feels 
completely different. Something tightens in my chest and my breathing gets heavier as my cock gets harder 
under Axl's weight. The skin on his thighs is soft and hairy under my palms and | become very aware of the 
fact that he's a man. | look up at him in doubt, but he looks at me in a way that makes me understand that 
this is inevitable. 


| kiss him again, or he kisses me, no matter what there's no hesitation, no uncertainties. His tongue's hungry 
and insistent in my mouth just like my hands are as they move on his thighs up under the dress. 


His skin is warm and bare. A half-strangled moan leaves my mouth as | don't find any underwear under the 
dress that could complicate my quest. | grab his bare hips hard enough to leave marks and press the hard 


bulge in my pants against him. | feel my heart swell when he pushes back and moans into my mouth. 


His cheeks are blushed and his lips are swollen. | don't recognise the look in his eyes, but | understand what it 
means. We're finally speaking the same language. 


My hands move from his hips to his ass and its exactly what all my dirtiest fantasies ever imagined itd be. 


Firm, round, perfect. | grab it, squeeze it, massage it, and behave like a starving man. 


"Fuck <em>yes</em>." Leaves my mouth without me realising it and | hear Axl snort, but the way he leans 


against me and kisses my neck tells me that the comment's welcome. 


Everything turns into a blur as our lips reconnect and his hands leave my hair and slide down my t-shirt, 
down between us, down to my crotch. He moves a bit but continue to kiss me while he painfully slowly 


releases my cock from its prison. 


I'm reduced to heavy breathing against his lips and his mouth as his hand grabs my cock, squeezes it and 
start pumping it. 


My cock gets harder in his hand if that's even possible. It's almost painful. His smooth ass cheeks in my hands 
are driving me insane. | play with them as he jerks me off, spread them a bit and let my index finger slide 
over his tiny opening and that makes him moan. | see stars and leak pre-cum as my finger circulates. Fuck, 
that little muscle is so tight and the thought of getting my cock inside almost makes me cum. 


| let go of his perfect ass to take hold of his wrist and stop his movements before | involuntarily jizz all over 


him like a fucking virgin. 


His green eyes are gentle when they look at me. He smiles and | laugh at myself. My heart continues to pound 


in my chest as if it doesn't believe what's going on. 


Axl's beautiful the way he's sitting in my lap. My palm rests on his cheek and | let my thumb caress his lips. 
He closes his eyes and looks calm. We stay like this for a few minutes until Axl opens his eyes and leans 


against me to catch my lips in a kiss. I'm not protesting. 


His lips are addictive. | kiss him hungrily and am convinced that | could keep kissing him forever. He tastes of 


Axl, and the scent of him so close to me enchants me and makes me want him even more. 


Without thinking, | grab his hips and throw him onto the bed only for myself to follow and lay on top of him. 
He goes stiff under me, and maybe he isn't used to being man handled like that, but | can't bring myself to 
feel bad, not when he spreads his legs the way he does while wearing that sinful dress. 


My cock stands hard between us and so does Axt's. I've never touched another cock before, but the sensation 
is well known. Why that surprises me, | don't know. | watch him squeeze his eyes shut and throw his head 
back against the madress so that his neck is completely exposed and the pearls rest against the visible adam's 


apple. His lips are parted and little moans leave them and remind me of my wet dreams. 


| can't wait any longer. | got to have him so | let go of his sex and sit up on my knees. He immediately opens 


his eyes and looks guarded, always guarded. 


He watches me while | undress quite inelegantly. | feel strangely naked under his gaze and an anxious sensation 


tingles in my body so | try to shift my focus to him. 


He's laying on the bed naked from the waist down in a fucking dress that looks like something my mother 


would wear when | was a kid with a pearl necklace around his neck. 

| should.. | don't know what | should, but | know | shouldn't get hard. | shouldn't get clammy hands and have a 
dry mouth. | shouldn't want to kiss him, hold him, tell him things | shouldn't tell him regardless. My heart 
shouldn't feel like this. 

He swallows and | can tell that he's thinking, that he's about to be all up in his own head. | can't lose him to his 
own destructive thoughts now, so | carefully lay down on top of him again He spreads his legs to make room 
for me and that does things to me. 

| lean in to kiss him but he stops me with words just before my lips find his. 


"No one's ever.. | haven't .." 


| move my head back a little so | can look him in the eyes. | could disappear in those eyes. | nod because | 


understand, he doesn't have to elaborate. 


"Me neither." | hear myself whisper before we finally kiss again It's tongue against tongue, wandering hands in 


hair and on skin, heavy breathing, moaning and pure desire. 


Fuck, Axl, | don't know what the hell I'm doing, but | spit in my hand and reach down between us to lube up my 
cock. | guide it to his thight hole. | can't wait any longer. | want him. | push gently against him giving both of us 


a taste of what's about to come. 

Axl stiffens beneath me and his breathing changes. | kiss his cheek It doesn't help. | kiss it again and then his 
lips. | press my tongue in between them and he responds with his own tongue. | sense that he gets the memo 
and relaxes a little. | give him a few minutes like that, in this fairly relaxed state while | rub my cock against 
him until | push halfway in without a warring. 

"<em>Motherfucker</em>"" 

The pain from his nails and fingers digging into my shoulders is sharp and maybe well deserved. 


"<em>0h, fuck</em>... l'm in, l'm in." 


| can't speak. | can't think. | can only feel how he's violently tight around my cock. Its both painful and 


pleasurable. 


"You need to relax." It comes out strangled and had my cock not been halfway burried inside him, | would've 


laughed at the eyes he sends me or been intimidated, more likely. 


My fingers slide into his soft hair and | caress him there almost like a parent who's stroking a child in despair. 
| kiss his cheek, the corner of his mouth and gently his lips. He accepts my kisses and | feel the relief run 


through my body. 


"You're too tight. Relax." He nods and puts his arms around my neck Fuck, it's so intimate the way l'm laying 


on top of him, inside him, with my hand in his hair, and his arms around my neck. 


I'm moving slowly this time. Inch by inch | penetrate him while my eyes almost roll back in my head. Fuck 
everything I've ever done and experienced before, this is the best thing that's ever happened to me, the most 


satisfying. 
Axl. It's Axl. 


Completely engrossed trying not to cause him more pain than necessary and the sensation in my cock, l'm 
surprised to hear his blurred voice speak hot and wet into my ear. "Fuck me, Duff." 


Maybe it's something | imagine. Maybe | really fell asleep in front of the TV while Axl's still in the bathroom, 


but then he partically whines "<em>please</em>" and | slam my hips forward so l'm balls deep inside him. 


He moans against my neck. His breath scalds my skin. I've to hear more, I've to have more, so | pull halfway 


out and slide back in all the way. 


| hear myself moan, | hear Axl moan and then | build a steady rhythm because even though | haven't fucked a 


man before, the concept isn't that unfamiliar to me. 


We merge in a symbiosis of sounds and movements where | fuck Axl steadily and deeply and he meets my 
thrusts with his head slightly lifted from the mattress and his forehead against mine. Our breathes have 
become one, and when it's over I'll be thinking about how I've never had anyone that way before. How I've 


never experienced that kind of symbiosis before. 


He feeds me all his dirtiest sounds and moans in between incoherent words that boost my ego and make me 


thrust harder. 

After some time, hell, I've no idea how long, | become more insistent and try to angle my thrusts. | don't know 
much, but | know he has a spot, and | know I've found it when he lets out a call that most of all makes me 
think he's in pain, but his hips jerks harshly against mine and he hisses, "<em>Fuck</em>! <em>Right 
there</em>. Right th-.. Don't stop. <em>Oh</em> - don't you fucking stop." 

And then he grabs my neck so hard that its painful, and | fuck him just like he wants it, hard and brutal, and 
l'm not able to do it any other way anyway. l'm so turned on there're tears in my eyes. | can't tell if I'm going 
to laugh or cry. 

"Like I'd be <em>fucking</em> able to stop." 


He kisses me sloppy, open-mouthed with his tongue in my throat, and he moans. | swallow it whole and moan 


back. 

"<em>Duff</em>, Duff.. Duff..." 

Axl. 

Axl. Axl. Axl. 

Everything around us is starting to get distant for me. There's only Axl under me, against me, on me. There's 
only Axl and myself, and my pleasure, and my cock. There's a familiar buzz in my body. It starts down in my 
feet so | grab hold of his cock, determined to push him over the edge first and then follow. 


"Don't -" he slaps my hand away "don't touch me.. Wanna cum like this." 


It takes a moment before | grasp what he means and then l'm a second from giving in and pumping him full of 


my sperm. 


"<em>Yeah</em>?" | pull away and stare down incredulously at where we're connected "you' gonna cum on my 


cock, Axl?" 
His moan is loud and dirty next to my ear. 
"Fuck, who would've thought that, <em>shit</em>, that you're so easy.” 


Axl whines uncharacteristically as his movements become uncoordinated and almost violent. He tightens 


harder around my cock and l'm so fucking close. 


| look up and catch his eyes. They're distant, shiny, but they look into mine as | moan, "<em>easy 


whore</em>." 


He almost sobs my name when he squeezes his eyes shut and throws his head into my shoulder, heaving, as | 


feel him cum violently between our bodies. 


My nerves explode and my muscles cramp and everything, <em>everything</em> shoots into my cock as the 


fiery, white pleasure takes over and | feel myself cumming hot into Axl. 

I'm engrossed, far away, as we collapse on the mattress. 

He's heavy on top of me and | put my arms around him. | can feel him smiling. It makes me smile. His 
breathing is heavy like my own My head's spinning and my whole body buzzes. There's sperm dripping down 


my ass and some other day I'll be ashamed that | like it, love it, but not today. 


| look at him. The smile's still on his lips. His red hair is tousled - it's my fault and that does something to me. 


My smile grows and he laughs. | love when he laughs and | love when it's my fault. | caress his cheek. 
I'm sleepy. 
| sincerely hope that this moment will never end, that we can stay like this forever - just Axl and |. 


Just Duff and l. 


